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“Thus men forgot that All men reside 
in the human breast.”’ 


William Blake 


REACH OUT 


The Dr. Pepper sign 
holds up 

Ten, 

Two 

and Four 

at a time 


Sun brings alcohol to surface 
to be wiped clean 

with red handkerchief 
packed in left-hand 

back pocket 


Chewing Beechnut 
spitting between steel toes 
calling others ‘‘redneck.”’ 


BLAST-OFF 


Bent double 

over picnic table 
sunburned body 

In such an 

awkard position 
For sunbathing 
answer to question 
One might ask, 
“Practicing 
For nuclear attack?’ 


ENDLESS ENDOSCOPY 


A cake of soap, 
A wedding ring, 
A gold filling. 
Sylvia Plath 


From the eighth floor 
of any institution 
white lines look like bones 
absent of marrow 
lacking fulfillment. 
Oil spots in parking lot 
multiplied by three 
estimated number of unsuccessful suicides? 
Three wooden legs lean on trash can 
all incapable of kicking ass 
asking 
“When the light goes out 
and the smoke clears 
Where is the elevator?’ 


GENERATION OF BAD KARMA 


At the corner of Limbo and Purgatory 

Stands a monument to the incompetent 

A red, brick monument of memories, 

Memories of the crippled and the dead 

A home for the children that Vietnam had fed. 

The walls are silent now to society’s sarcastic ears 

For the prodigies of this shrine are incapable of 
consuming beer. 

Thanks to the egotistical people of Bastardome 

Mr. Price’s children have no earthly home. 

Fret not people of companionship 

For we gather still as a single entity 

A family of Fire and Brimstone 

Among cold stones we patiently wait— 

For what Reverend Priggish claims as our Baptist Fate. 


A SONG OF LETTERS 


Fair and foul are near of kin, 
And fair needs foul, | cried. 


Yeats 


havens and heavens are not far apart 
social acceptance relies on the arts 
it’s hell and hello that make the circle complete 
for iambic pentameter and metrical feet 


junkies and gigolos play the same role 
vacating their hearts and selling their souls 
infamous ones would have gone unknown 
if not for the religion of embossing stone 


perverts and prevents are words | resent 
| consider myself just slightly bent 
Webster’s calling was not in vain 
by definition | am insane 


A WHISTLE BLEW 


Mortal fires engulfed a chariot, 
Help was no help. 
He rode away in silence. 


A whippoorwill mourned, 
While the heavens performed a light show. 
Cold dampness filled the air like angel tears. 


A temple of sad flies. 

A fission interrupted by stained glass. 
Short, straight, 

A reflected lifeline. 


FALLING FOR THE MUSE 


bleeding through the nose 
life’s blood 
flows thick 
until 
induced by injections 
of intellectual editing. 


THREE MILES OF TURMOIL 
Religion one 


Five churches (different denominations) 

Survive off the socially secure. 

Preachers prance on rose-colored carpets 

Under ceilings of glitter 

enhanced by the enchantment of holy, stained glass. 


Ghetto two 


Niggers breakdance to a ghetto blaster 
whose retail price 
could replace their neighbor's open well. 


Utopia three 


country people cultivate and consume 
collards, backbones and biscuits 

while saving insufficient, subsidized funds 
for future advancement. 


ROUNDING THE BEND 


Names ricochet off the stones 

Black, gray and white marble 

Ricochet like a bullet 

A holy bullet dancing in a pine thicket. 


Stones stand prominently 

Like figureheads in Washington; 

Inhaling changes of the seasons 

They persevere the worst of weather to bloom in spring 


Man, woman and child 

Living in the solitude of death: 

Seasons change but their expressions are fixed 
Happy expressions smile at the live. 


WHISPER OF WHITENESS 


Soft as a rose petal, 
Lips. 
Heavenly blue-eyes 
Fascinate me; like a beautiful sky. 
Blonde oblivious, 
Blisters me with body heat. 
Majestic belladonna, 
Unaware of her trance. 
She has my soul intoxicated, 
Like a kid; with a buffoon. 
Paralyzed hands wait for redemption, 
While my lusty soul solicits rape. 


COMMUNION AT THE DOWN-ON-YOUR-KNEES 
GOSPEL CHURCH 


You had never seen him irritated 
Red and angry, 

Astonished! 

One eye shut 

Spitting on the world. 

You dropped your rosary 
Comforting, confessing 

You kneeled to pray with him. 


From the toilet-paper-thin walls of the confessional 
| heard a prayer of redemption 

You—the eternal fire 

That dwelt in my soul! 


LOVE IS: I’VE GOT TIME 


Delicate roses, 
Tender hearts, 
In time they blossom. 


Like the rose, 
Hearts unfold 
For rays of love. 


Time makes beautiful roses, 
Time makes beautiful dictatorships. 
Let me intoxicate your heart. 


HEAVEN OR HELL 


White covers me 

With the innocence of virginity. 

Regurgitated green walls 

Pulsate like an erratic heart. 

Odor of bile chokes purification, 

| gasp for air. 

Windows reflect the pain; 

Fission shatters the moment. 

But now a white hand tugs heavily on my soul, 
Now I’ve escaped into the womb of eternity. 
Utopia, heaven, have | made it? 

Awake, | find it was only a threat. 


PRODIGAL SON 


You gave me a home 
thrice 
a second chance 
equal chance 
A name 
You're to be commended 


You’re harsh 

You’re a pillow 

You comfort a Fall 
A healer 

You are it all! 


JAMES LEE HENDRIX 


Fingers ricochet chords 
Fire shoots from the neck of the Stratacaster 
Behind the head, between the legs, he played with 
his teeth 
People were appalled when he made love to his guitar 
In a purple haze and rockets’ red glare 
The bombs really seemed to burst in air 
Monterey he burned a telecaster 
Marshall Amps sounded off an eerie tune 
“The Wind cried Mary”’ 
Jimi broke our hearts like he broke strings 
Now we ask Have You Been Experienced? 


KALEIDOSCOPE 


Illegal passion they cry 

Love in our blind eyes 

Harmony like stripes on a barber pole 
Love comes in colors 

Hand-in-hand we walk 

They screams and squawks 

Blind is beautiful in the arms of love 


TWENTY-ONE GUN 


The heroes are gone now 
Tombstones take their place, 
Angels of heaven now, 
Smiles grace their faces. 


GRANDPA’S DREAM 


Standing in the vineyard 

Too short to reach the vine 
Enticed by dangling, luscious fruit 
The maiden watched me lust. 
The fruit was warm and juicy 
With an unadulterated smell 

Not hard to figure out 

God created this as well. 

Hours led to days under dangling plums of wrath; 
| visit there quite often 

In reminiscence of the past. 


CRYSTAL FATE 


Walking through the graveyard 
Occasionally finding 

Empty bottles 

Burnt out candles 

Remnants of Rhymers. 

Tenderly she props up headstones 
Wrinkled with age 

Cracking from fear of cold weather. 
She comforts the desperate flowers 
Warms them 

Waters them. 


REBUTTAL TO PARACKA 


your dog turned 
sniffed 
then sat down. 


mine sniffs, 
turns, sniffs 
and apparently 
likes it! 


PRIOR NOTICE 


on a morning 

cold and foggy 

we embraced 

surrounded by the sweet, 

sweet smell of grapes 

that aged, 

aged like the moments we spent together, 
special moments we spent together 
when we kissed and held each other 
telling honestly 

them sweet ole lies. 


PERSPECTIVE OF ICE CUBE 


All alone 

| watch you stand 
through glass 

| envision you 

| cry out for help 
You stand drinking 
Watching me melt 
Consume me 


WADING IN THE WATERS OF ST. ANDREWS 


hand in pocket 

hole in hand 

tongue in ear 

echo aggravated adolescence; 
advises the fresh 

of his learned ability. 


NO WELFARE, NO PENSION PLAN 


junk for furniture 

politics for conversation 

lemonade to quench the thirst 

things have been a damn sight worse 
week-old grease had stained his nails 

his knuckles had been skin’t to hell 

but the kids are fed 

and the wife is well. 


1-800-126-LAUD 


the dry-skin Messiah 

delivers a brimstone, blasting sermon 
from the comforts of a tattered throne, 
ad-libbing every line. 


disciples decipher this document 
seal the papyrus, inhale the message; 
others wait on golden horses, 
stationed in sterling stirrups. 


bewildered by this intellect, 
seduced by his subjective singing 
stragglers march. 


UNVEILING A FLOWER CHILD 


After prolonged research on myself, | 
brought out the fundamental duplicity of the 
human being. Then | realized that modesty 
helped me to shine, humility to conquer, 
and virtue to oppress. 


Camus, The Fall 


prodigies of Socrates 
have poked and prodded me— 
invaded needed privacy 
disturbed a statue of constant entropy— 


left my soul exposed 
for all the world to see! 


Special Thanks 
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Sonya for illustrations, 
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300 copies of Dry-Skin Messiah were printed for the St. 
Andrews Press, Spring 1985, by the Quick Copy Center of 
Laurinburg, North Carolina. Graphics by Sonya Prater, the text 
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Marty Silverthorne, a native of Williamston, North Carolina, 
began writing poetry about four years ago. He is now a student 
and practitioner of the art of writing verse; he is a poet. 

An English major at St. Andrews, Marty will graduate in May 
1985. After graduation, he plans to continue his education and 
his quest to write that ‘‘perfect country song.’’ 


These graceful poems pin down the angels and demons of 
Silverthorne’s self and society with a strength and wit which 
makes us cheer for the victories of poetry. 


—Martin Robbins 


Taut rhythms, 

Junk for furniture 

Politics for conversation 
These are a feature of Marty Silverthorne’s poetry, which 
march with his concentrated expression. It is a reflective 
poetry which compels a close reading, these merits seldom 
found in a first collection. These are also lively, witty poems, 
signs of maturity. 


—George Bruce, O.B.E. 
Marty Silverthorne’s poems are alive and sharp beyond his 
years. It’s a pleasure to see them in one place! 


—Joel Oppenheimer 
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